AN UNFINISHED STORY

A ﬁueer Dream Incited by
Thoughts of Man’s Inhumanity. |

g
By O, HENRY,

(Copyright, 1006, by McClure,
Co.)

We no longer gronn nnd heap nshes |
upon our heads when the flames of
Tophet are mentioned, for even the
preachers have begun to tell us that
God s radinm or ether or some selénes
tific compound and that the worst we
wicked ones may expect Is n chemleal
renction, This s a pleasing hypoth-
esls, but there llngers yet some of the
old, goodly terror of orthodoxy,

There are but two subjects upon
which one may discourse with a free
imagination and without the possibil-
ity of being controverted. You may
talk of your dreams, and you mny tell
what you heard a parrot sny. Both
Morpheus and the bind are Incom-

Phillips &

j
|
|
|

5 GENTLEMAN'S DOWNBTAIRS TO HER YOU,"

BHR BALD,
petent witnesses, and your listener
dare not attack your rvecital, The

baseless fabrie of a vision, then, shall
furnish my theme, chosen with apolo-
gles and regrets instead of the more
limited fleld of pretty Polly's small
talk.

I had a dream that was so far re-
moved from the bigher criticlsm that
it had to do with the anclent, respect-
able and lamented bar of judgment
theory.

Gabriel had played his trump, and
those of us who could not follow sult
were arraigned for examinntion. I
noticed at one side a gathering of pro-
fessional bondsmen “in solemn black
and collars that buttoned behind, but
it seemed there was some trouble
about thelr real estate titles, and they
did not appear to be getting any of us
out,

A fly cop—un angel pollceman—flew
over to me and took me by the left
wing. Near at hand was a group of
very prosperous looking spivits ar-
ralgned for judgment.

“Do you belong with that bunch?”
the pollceman asked.

“Who are they?' was my answer.

“Why," sald he, “they are'—

But this irrelevant stull s taking
- up space that the story should occupy.

Dulcle worked in a department store,
She sold Hamburg edging, or stuffed
peppers, or antomobiles, or other little
trinkets such as they keep In depart-
ment stores. Of what she earned
Dulefe received $6 per week, The re-
mainder was c¢redited to her and deb-
ited to somebody else's account In the
ledger kept by G.

Oh, priinal energy, you say, rever-
end doctor, Well, then, in the ledger
of primal energy.

During her first year in the store
Dulcle was pald $56 per week. It would
be Instructive to know how she lved
on that amount. Don't care? Very
well. Probably you are interested In
larger amounts. Six dollars Is a larger
amount. I will tell you how she lived
on §6 per week.

One afterncon at 8, when Dulcle was
sticking her hatpin within un elghth
of an inch of her medulla oblongata,
she sald to her chum, Sadle— the
girl that walts on you with her left
glde:

“Say, Sadie, T made a date for din-
wer this evening with Plggy."

“You never did!"” exclalmed BSadle
sdmiringly, “Well, ain't you the lucky
one? Plggy's an awful swell, and he
always tnkes a girl to swell places.
e took Blanche up to the Holfman
House one ovening, where they have
swell musle and you so¢ n lot of
swells, Iou'll have a swell time,
Dulce."

Dulclé b,h‘ied homewnrd. Her eyes
were ihlhlnu. and her cheeks showed
the dellcate, pink of life's—real lUfe's—
pppronching dawn. It was Friday,
and she hnd 5O cents left of her last
week's wages,

The streets were filled with the ruash
hour floods of people. The electrle
Hights of Broadwny were glowing, call-
Ing moths from mies, from leagues,
from hundreds of Iagues aut of dark-
ness around to come In and nrtend the
singeing school. Men in  sccurate
clothes, with faces lke those carved
on cherry stones by the old salts In
sallors’ homes, turned and stared at

Frank Tamlinson, of Jonesville,
nged 70 vears, apparently lost hig
balane s while reaching for g pni of
wi or g spring Sewday ang foll
into the water and sens drow ued

The Martin Manufactaring Co,, of
Chesater, with a  cipitnl  stock of
F5.00'\ organized fur the purpose
of manuafaetoring and selling all
kindas of mechanieal tools’ and tn
carry on a goneral manafactnring
husiness, filed recently articles of

Dulcle as she sped, unheeding, past
them, Manhattan, the night bloomg
cereus, was begluning to unfold s
dead white, heavy odored poetals,
Dulcle stopped I a store where
goods were cheap and bought an fwmi-
tation lace collar with her 50 cents.
That money was o have been spent
otherwise—15 cents for supper, 10
conts for breakfast, 10 cents for lunch.
Another dime was to be added to her
small store of savings, and § ceots
was to be squandered for licorice drops

| =the kind that made your cheek look

ke the toothache and last as long.
The licorice wns an extravagance—al-
most a carouse—but what is life with-
out pleasures?

Dulele lived In a furnished room.
There I8 this difference between a fur-
plshed room aud a boarding house—
In a furnisbed room other peopla do
not know It when you go bungry,

Dulcle went up to her room—the
third floor back In a west slde brown-
stone front. She lit the gas. BSelen~
tists tell us that the diamond s the
hardest substance known. Thelr mis-
take. Landiadlies know of a compound
beside which the diamond Is as putty.
They pack it in the tips of gas burn-
ers, and one may stand on a chalr and
dig at It ln valn untll one's Angers are
pluk and brulsed, A halrpin will not
remove it; therefore lot us call It Im-
movable.

80 Dulcle it the gas. In Its one:
fourth candle power glow we will ob-
parve the room.

Couch bed, dresser, table, washstand,
chajr—of this much the landlady was
gullty. The rest wans Dulcle's.

On the dresser were her tresasures—
a glit chinn vase presented to ber by
Badie, a calendar issued by a pickle
works, a book on the divination of
droams, some rice powder In a gluss
dish and a cluster of artificial cherries
tied with a pink ribbon.

Agalnst the wrinkly mirror stood
pictures of Genernl Kitchener, Willlam
Muldoon, the Duchess of Marlborough
and Benvenuto Cellinl. Against one
wall was a plaster of parls plaque of
an O'Callnhan in a Roman helmet
Near it was a violent oleograph of n
lemon colored child assaulting an in-
flammatory butterfly. This was Dul-
cle's final Judgment in art, but it had
never been upset. IHer rest had never
been disturbed by whispers of stolen
copes; no critic had elevated his eye-
brows at her infantile entomologist,

Plggy was to call for her at 7. While
she swiftly makes rveady let us dis-
creetly face the other way and gos-
alp.

For the room Dulcie paid §2 per
week. On week days her breakfast
costs 10 cents. Bhe made coffee and
cooked an egg over the gaslight while
she was dressing. On Sunday morn-
Ings she feasted royally on veal chops
and pineapple fritters at “Billy's" res
taurant at a cost of 25 cents and tip-
ped the waltress 10 cents. New York
presenta so many temptations for one
to run into extravagance.

She had her lunches in the depart-
ment store restaurant at a cost of 60
cents for the week., Dinners were
$1.05. The evening papers—show me
2 New Yorker golng without his daily
puperi—came to 6 cents, and two SBun-
day papers, one for the personal col-
umn and the other to read, were 10
cents. The total amounts to $4.70.
Now, one has to buy clothes, and—

I give it up. 1 hear of wonderful
bargains in fabrles and of miracles
performed with needle and thread, but
I am in doubt. 1 hold my pen polsed
in valn when I would add to Dulele's
life some of those joys that belong to
woman by virtue of all the unwritten,
sacred, natural, innctive ordinances of
the equity of heaven, Twice she had
been to Coney Island and had ridden
the hobbyhorses, '"Ils a weary thing
to count your pleasures by summers
instead of by hours,

Piggy needs but a word. When the
girla pamed him an undeserving stig-
ma was cast npon the noble family
of swine,

The words of three letters lesson in
the old blue speiling book begins with
Plggy's blography. He was fat; he
had the soul of a rat, the habits of a
bat and the magnanimity of a cat. He
wore expensive clothes and was-a con-
molsseur In starvation, He conld look
at a shopgirl and tell you-to an bhom
bow long it had been since she had
eaten anything more nourishing than
marshmallows and ten,

He hung about the shopping dis-
tricts and prowled around In depart-
ment stores with his invitations to
dinner,

Men who escort dogs upon the streets
at the ehd of a string look down upon
him,

Heo is o type. I can dwell upon him
no longer., My pen is pot the kind in-
tended for him. 1 am no carpeuter.

At ten minutes to 7 Dulele was
ready. She looked at berself In the
wrinkly mirror. The reflection was
satisfactory. The dark bluoe dress, fit-
ting without a wrinkle. the hat with
its jaunty black feather, the but slight-
Iy solled gloves—all representing self
denial, even of food Itself—were vastly
becoming,

Dulcle forgot everything else for a
moment except that she wus beantiful
and that life was about to lift a corner
of its mysterfous vell for her to ob-
serve Its wonders. No gentleman had
ever asked her out before. Now she
wns going for a brief moment into the
glitter and exalted show,

The girls sald that Piggy was 8
“spender.,” There would bhe a grand
finner and music and splendidly dress.
ed ladies to look at and things to eat
that strangely twisted the girls' juwas
when they tried to tell about themn.
No doubt she would be asked oul
ngnin,

There was a blue pongee sult In a
window that she knew—by saving 20
cents a week Instead of 10 In—let's
see— Oh, It would run into yearsl
But there was a secondhand atm in
Seventh avenue where—

—_——

Proof Positive.
Madge—How do you know she thinks
she's pretty ?
Marjorie—She is always suggesting
to the girls that they bave their ple-
tures taken in a group.—Puck.

Obstructed Scenery.

Bell-Did you and Jack enjoy the
ride In the taxicab?

Nell-No. We were too busy watch.
ing the ndicator.—Spokane Spokes-
man-Review,
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incorpuration in the offica of the

souretary of state at Montpelier,
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Somebody knocked at the deor, Dus
cle opened It, The landlady moc
there with a spurious smile, sniffing
for cooking by stolen gas,

“A gentleman's downstairs to see
you,” she sald, *“Name Is Mr. Wig-
ging."

By such eplthet was Piggy known
to unfortunate ones who had to tnke
him seriously,

Dulele turned to the dresser to get
her bandkerchief, and then she stop-
ped still and bit bher uoderlip hard,
While looking in bher mirror she had
peen fairyland and herself a princess
Just awakening from a long slumber,
8he had forgotten one that was watch.
ing her with sad, beantiful, stern eyes
~the only one there wias to approve or
condemn what she did,

Btraight and slender and tall, with
# look of sorrowful reproach on his
handgome, melancholy face, General
Kitchener fixed his wonderful eyes on
her out of his glit photograph frame
on the dresser,

Dulele turned ke an automatic doll
to the landlady,

“Tell him 1 can't go,"” she sald dully,
“Tell him I'm sick or something, Tell
him I'm not golng ont."

After the door was closed and locked
Dulele fell upon her bed, erushing her
black tip, and cried for ten minutes,
General Kltchener was her only friend.
He wns Dulele's ldeul of a gallant
knight, He looked as If he might hnve
a secret sorrow, and his wonderful
mustache was a dream, and she was
n little afraid of that stérn yet tender
look In his eyes. B8he used to have
lttle fancles that be would call at the
house some time and ask for her with
his sword clanking agalnst his high
boots.

Once when n boy was rattling a plece
of chnin agalost a Inmppost she had
opehed the window and Jooked out,
But there was no use. Bhe knew that
General Kitchener was awny over in
Japan leading his army ngalnst the
savage Torks and he would pever
step ont of hls gilt frame for hber,
Yet one look from® him had wvan-
quished Plggy that night—yes, for that
nlght,

When her ery was over Dulele got
up and took off bér best dress and
put on her old blue kimono. Bhe wants
ed no dinner. She sang two verses of
“Sammy.” Then she became Intense-
Iy Interested In a little red speck on
the alde of her nose. And after that

to the rickety table and told her for-
tune with an old deck of cards.

“The horrid, Impudent thing!" she
siuld aloud, *“And I never gave him n
word or a look to make him thinlk
ity

ALl D o'clock Dulele took a tin box
of crackers and a lttle pot of rasp-
berry jam out of her trunk and had a
fenst.

Bhe offered General Kitchener some
jam on a cracker, but he looked at hdr
only as the sphinx wounld® have looked
at a butterfly—if there are butterflies
in the desert.

“Don’t eat it if you don’t want to,"
saild Dulele. “And dop't put on so
many alrs and scold so with your
oyes, I wonder If you'd be 8o superior
and soippy If you had to live on §6
a week?”

It was not a good sign for Dulcle
to be rude to General Kitchener. And
then she turned Benvenuto Cellinl face
downward with a severe gesture. But
that was not Inexcusable, for she had
always thought he was Henry VIIL,
nnd she did not approve of him.

At half past ® Dulcle took a last
look at the plctures on the dresser,
turned out the light and skipped to

BHE OFFERED GENHRAL KITONENER SOMN
JAM ON A CBACKEN.

bed. It's an awful thing to go to bed
with a good nlght look at General
Kitchener, Willlam Muldoon, the
Duchess of Marlborough and Benve-
nuto/Cellinl,

This story doesn't really get any-
where at all. The rest of it comes
later some time when Piggy asks Dul- |
cie ngain to dine with hlm, and she ls
feellng loneller than dsunl, and Gen-
eral Klitchener happens to be looking
tho other way, apd then—

As T anld before, 1 drenmed that I
was standing near a crowd of pros-
perous looking angels and a polleeman
took me by the wing and asked if I
belonged with them.

“Who are they?" I asked,

“Why,” sald he, “they are the men
who hired working girls and pald ‘em
five or six dollars a week to lve on,
Are you one of the bunch?

“Not on your Immortality,” sald L
“I'm only the fellow that set fire to
o orphan asylum and murdered
blind wan for his penufes."”

Corrupted Hls Style.

“The late Richard Watson Gllder”
sald a New York poet, “always op-
posed the reading of light literature.
A poet, be bald, could not read such
literature without corrupting his liter
ary style.

“He once told me that the poet In
this respect was lilke Brown's parrot.

“Brown bought a parrot for $20
from a pet stock dealer and a week or
two later returned to the shop and in-
uisted that the bird be taken back.

“‘What's the matter with 1t? the
denler asked.

W "“W said Bwvm ‘the durn-

o« co-critthr s

was nttended to she drew up s chair -

CAUTION IN THE MINT.

They Almost Strain the Air to Save
Particles of Gold.

It has been aptly sald that no miser
guards his treasure more religlously
thun Uncie Sam watches over the pre-
clous wmetuls that pamss through bis
mints. Then, too, the precantiona
agalnst waste are almost Inoumerable,
| Every evenlng In ench of the minta
of the Unlted States the floors of the
melting rooms are swept clenper than
4 New REogland housewife's kliehen,
The dust ls curefully put aside, and
about once In two months the soof
acraped from every flue s transferred
to the same preclous dust beap. This
18 then burned, and from its ashes the
government derives uo Incousiderable
Income. The earthenware cruvibles
gsed o melting are employed vo more
than three times, They are crushed
beneath heavy rollers, and fu their

rous sides are found fakes of the |
e | in the solution described the cottou

preclous mefal
| 1o the meltlng room when the cast-

|

|

GUN COTTON.

A Peculinr Gharacteristic of This Ter-
rible Explosive.

Many nnd odd are the materials en-
tering Into the manufacture of modern
explosives, but perbaps the most luter-
esting of all theso clements of destruc-
ton as well as the slmplest & gun cot-
ton. The gun cotton mapufacturing in-
dustry Is large, as ¢normous quantities
are used In the charging of torpedoes
and for simillar purposes.

The base of guu cotton is pure raw
colton or even cotton waste, such as is
used to clenn machinery, This is steep-
ed Iu a solution of one part of nitrie
and three parts of sulpburic acld. It ls
the former ingredient that renders the
mass explosive, the sulpburic acld be-
ing used merely to absorh all moisture,
thus permitting the nitrie acld to com-
bine more rendily with the cellulose of
the cotton.

After belng soaked for seveéral bours

'lin passed between rollers to expel

ers ralse thelr Indles from the melting |

pots a shower of sparks fly from the
molten surface of the metal. For the
most part they are bits of Incandes.
cent carbon. but clinglug to the ear-
bon is often a minute particle of met-
al. Lest such particles should escabe,
the ashes and cllukers below the fur-
nhces are gathered up at night. I'his
debris 18 grouud Inte powder by menns
of n steam crusher and then 18 sold to
n smelter, llke ordinary ore, at a price
wiarranted by the assayer

The ladles that stir the precions met-
al, the blg lron rods, the straloers and
the dippers, all are tested In a wost

| curfous fashion. After considerable

use they become covered with a thin
layer of oxldized silver, closely resem-
bling a brown rust. The Implements
are then ladd in baths of a solution of
sulpburic acid. which eats away the
iron and steel and leaves the sllver
ontouched.

Gradunlly the ladle, or whatever the
fmplement (s, will disappear, and In
ita place remains & bollow sllver coun-

| terpart of the origioal, dellcate ns
spung glnas. These fruglle custs repro-
duce the ladle with perfect acearncy
In all lts detnlls, although thelr sur-

faces are perfornted with Innumerable |

little holes. Scarcely bave they been
molded, however, before they are cast
into a crucible to become In time dol-
lars, guarters and dimes,

In one corner of the melting room
there I8 a large tank Into which new-
Iy cast sllver bars are dropped and
left to cool, Infinltesimnl Ankes of sil-
ver scile off and vise to the surface of
the water, which acquires the merallle
luster of n stnguant pool. Here s
sllver that must not be lost, so be-
neath the pipe through which the tank
fs emptled Is banked a thick layer
of mud., As the water filters through
it the mud rewtnins the preclous resl
doom. Four times & year this mud
is removed, and each experiment dis-
closes the fnct that some 850 has been
saved.—Baltimore American,

His Text.

The three-year-old son of a Metho
dist minlster woas with his mother at
a guthering of ludies. At the proper
time be wios given & cooky. He ate 5
in short order nud asked for another.
The hostess said:

“I'll glve you another If you wil
sing for us.™

“Can't slog,” was his reply, “but 1
know something 1 can say."

“That will do all right' the lady an-
swered, expecting to hear “Twinkie,
twinkle. Httle swar,” or some _other
nursery classic.

But the little fellow drew himself up
fn real Sunday school fashlon and sald
his plece:

“God loveth a cheerful giver."

The lady gave him the cooky. and
the whole company seemed to be very
cheerful about it.—Harper's Magazine

A Water Telescope.

Norweglan fsbermven use a water
telescope to ascertaln the position of
the herring shonls, This ls the way
to make the water telescope:

Procure o tube wmade of tin and fuo-
nel shaped about three and a balf feel
long and ten loches In dinmeter st the
largest end. It should be wide enough
nt the top to tnke in the observers
eyes, and the Inside should be painted
black. At the bottom, or wide end, a
clear, thick plece of glass must be In-
serted, with a little lead In the form
of a ring to welght the rube. When.
the Instrument is Imwersed in clenr
water It Is astonlshing how wmany
fathoms down the observer can seq,

The Sybarites. Y

The Bybarites were the Inhabltants
of the nuncient city of Sybanrls. In
southern Italy, founded T20 B. . They
were so greatly wldicted to voluptu-
ousness and selfl Indulgence that thelr
name became a byword among the
peoples of antiquity, The word “sybu-
rite” Iz used at the present day to de-
pote a person devoted to luxury and
plensure.

Bometimes There ldn't

Flubbe—1'm golng Into the maou-
facture of something there ought to
be money lo.

Dubbe—What are you golpg to man-
ufacture?

Flubbe—Pocketbooks and purses, —
London Telegraph. -

Why He Couldn't Work.

The Lady—My 'usband, slr, 'as sent
e to say ‘e won't be uble to come
aud do the little job you arst ‘lm to.
'E's promised to go round the tewn
with the unemployed.—London M. A. P.

One More Disappointment.

“Poor old Myer Is dead, | gee. He
Jed a life rull of disuppolntments.”

“How glad he would have been to
see  his name (o priot!”—EHegende
Blatter.

Walking In His Sleep.

“Does your husband ever wilk In his
sleep?” niked the preacher,

“Oh, 1 guess so," replied thé man's
wife Innocently. “He got up and
wilked out of church Sunday while
you were preaching."—Yonkers Btuta-
man.
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They're Not In Life.

the stage."”
“Which shows that realism on the
Ia an utter wWyth.”- RKeusas City
al,

B, ST .

all nonabsorbed ucld, a process carried
to completion by washing the cottor in .
clear water, This washing process Is a
long oue, requiring machinery which
reduces the cotlon Lo 4 MAES resem-
bling paper pulp. Should any uonab-
sorbed wcld be allowed to remuain It
would decompose the cotton,

If the explosive |s to be used after
the manoner of powder it Is scill furs
ther pulverized and then thoroughly
drled, but If Intended for torpedoes (t
In pressed Into cakes of various shapes
nnd sizes—dlsk shaped, eylindrical, fiat
squares and cubes. When uot com-
pressed gun cotton I8 very llght. as
light as ordinary batting.

A pecullar characteristie of this ter-
rible explosive Is that a brick of It
when wet may be placed on a bed of
hot coals, and as the molsture dries out
the cotton will fake and burn quietly
If dry originally. however, the gun cot-
ton will explode with terrible force at
about 820 degrees of bent.

In genernl it I8 the custom (o0 ex-
plode gun cotton by detopfition or an
intense shock lustead of by heat. lo a
torpedo the explosive clhiarge ia wel,
this wet cotton belng exploded by
means of dry cotton In a tube, this
having beeén fired by a ecap of fulmi-
pate of mercury, the cap lixelf having
been fred by the hmpact of the torpedo
ngainst the mrgul..—-l:iurper'u Weekly

UNDER THE OCEAN.

Things That Happen at the Bottom
of the Sea.

Naturalists dispure as to the quantity
of light at the bottom of the sea Aol
mals from below 700 fathoms elther
have no eyes or faint indications of
them, or else thelr eyes are very large
and protruding.

Another strange thing Is that If the
creatures in the lower depths have any
color it I8 orange or red or reddish
ornoge. Ben nuemoues, corals, sbhriups
aod crabs bave this orilllant color
Sometimea It 18 pure red or gearlet,
aod In many speclimens it Inclioes to-
ward purple. Not a green or biue fiah
is found

The orange red Is the Hsh's protec-
tlon. for the bluish green Ilght v the
bottom of the ovenn mukes the orunge
or the red tish appedar of 4 pentrul tior
nod hides it from lts enemles. Many
aolmals are black, others neutral in
color. Some tsh are provided with
boring tails, so that they cap bDUrrow
in the muod

The surfnce of the submarine moun-
taln I8 covered with shells, ke an or-
dinary senbeach, showling that It Is the
fensting place of vast shonls of enr-
ulvorous anlmals,

A codtish tnkes a whole oyster Into
its mouth, cracks the sbhell, digests the
ment and ejects the shell. Crabs crack
the shells and suck out the meat, This
accounts for whole mounds of shells
that are often found. -

Not a fAshbone 18 ever found that
I8 pot honeycombed by the boring
shelltish and Talls to pleces at the
touch of the band ‘[his shows what
destruction Is constantly going on In
these depths,

If a ship sinks at sea with all on
board It will be eaten by Osh, with the
exception of the metal, and that will
corrode and disappear. Not a bone of
a human body will remain after a few
days.—Philadelphla North American.
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Had to Do It.

Champ Clark was showing a constit-
vent about the eapitol one day when
he Invited attention to a solemn faced
Individual just entering a committee

“Sce that chap?” asked Clark. “He
rends every one of the speeches deliv- .
ered In the bouse.”

“What!” gasped the consatituent.

“Fact,” sald Clark, *"“Rends every
word of 'em too!™

“Who Is be?" querled the visitor, re.
garding the phenomenon closely.

“A proofreader at the government
printing .office,” eéxplain Champ.—
Clinelonat! Commercinl Tribune.

An Easy Numismatist.

Mrs. Goodart—You seem to have
some education. Perhaps yon were
onfe a  professlonal wan.  Howard
Hasher—Lady, I'm a pumismatist by
professlon. Mrs, Goodart—A pumisma-
tist? Hownrd Hasher—Yes, lady;: a
collector of rure colns. Any old coln Is
rare to me.—FPhlladelphia Preas,

Advice and & Mule.
“Givin' some men advice,” sald Un- |
cle BEben, “reminds me of tryln’ to dis- |

cipline my ol' mule wif a fence rail
It tires out de giver and harts de re-
celver, but doun't make oo real dir-
f'unce.""— Washlngton Star.

The Othar Half. -

Beott—Hulf the people In the world |
don't know what the other balf are
dolng, Mott—No. That is Because the '
other half are doing them.—Boston
Transcript.

“Wives are always so trothful cm.l
i Rutland railroad is making plans for

Putting Him Wise.

“I'd ke w munke you my wife,”
sald the practical young man, “but
they tell me you ean't keep house.”

“Don’t you believe all they tell you,"
rejoined the girl in the case. “You get
the house nnd put It in my name, and
1'll prove to you that I can keep It"—
Exchange.

The engineers’ department of the

additions to the present repairahio

whmh :& [%l with their lqmp- e

Toom. \ 1

« rose lenves,

FOR A HAPPY DAY,

The Gown For the Girl and the
Man That Bought it.

By M. M'C.-WILLIAMS.

Out In the garden Philomenn sang
po sweet and high it was like the
scent of the clove pilnks. They stretch-
ed In a matted mass all up and down
the old fashloned borders. The garden
was big, and a wide, weathered gray
house brooded beside it. Time was
when the Tryon house bad been the
finest and most hospitable in all the
countryside. In the day of broken for.
tunes It still kept an aromna of cheery
good will.

Lusty bundred leaf roses grew be-
hind the bordering pinks. Philomena
wns sulpping them ruthlessly, cutting
them without stems and dropping
them In her apron, It bulged ridlcu-
lously with the mass of bloom, but she
kept crowding In clipped pinky white
petals, pretending to be consclous of
pothing but her work.

Somebody had come up behind her,
n tall young fellow, supple and merry
eyed. He undld the npron strings deli-
entely, gathered the band fn his hands,
siretching darlng arms about her
walst and sald: “Stop slaying your
thousands, Phil! One rose ought to
love her sisters too well for wholesale
murder.”

Philomena slid from his clasp, dex-
terously leaving the buddled apron
within his hands, “If I were a rose I
had rather be clipped for potpourri
thin be left to waste and wither,” she
gald, with a dellclous upward tilt of
the chin,

“Belng Interpreted, that means you
have not given up a stage career,”” Ar-
thur Wayne sald, catching her hand.
“Phil, Phil,” he went on, “you must
give it up, I cannot bear to think of
my rose, my rose of all the world,
withering; fading, In the giare of the
footlighta."

“Stop! We have gone over all that!"
Phllomena sald imperlously. *1 tell
you I must go. It Is past bearing, the
way things are now. Obh, I know my
aunts would not starve! They've a
roof over thelr heads, and Uncle John—
But I cannot speik of him. What 1
cannot bear longer I8 to see them
pinched, unhappy, lacking the little
comforts that mean so much in age,
feeling themselves dependent.”

“You know our home would be
thelrs," Arthur Interrupted,

Phll gave him a reproachfal look.
“You won't understand,’
“All their lives they have been suvine-
body, gentlewomen, able to hold up
thelr heads, Gentlewomen hate chari-
ty. They risked money and lost It
agninst uncle's advice for my sake,
Now, when I am told 1 have a fortune

in my throat, I must take care of

them, even If it breaks my heart.”

The last word was under breath.
Wayne made to draw her to hlm, but
a brisk, bustling volce behind them
sald: “So ho! Very pretty! Upon my
word, very pretty! Are we rehearsing
for Strepbon and Chlee?" Then with-
out waiting answer the newcomer ran
on: “Miss Tryon, be ready for the
early train tomorrow. I've a letter
from Franzonl. He will try your
volee, provided you come to him by 10
o'clock In the morning."

“1 ghall go with you,” Arthur sald,
openly taking Phil in his arms. *1
sald yon must choose, dear. Let me
take it back., If go yon will, let me
follow—every where."
~ “No, no! I will not let you spoll yogr
Iife!" Phil protested, but he beld her
fast, saying ns he looked Music Master
Graham squire In the eye: “FPhilomenn
18 my promised wife and not by a fair
weather promise, Whereyer you may
take her I shall go too,”

Grabam's eyes were quizzical, yet
not upokind. “That's as you please,
young man,” he said, waving his hand
up and down. *“But If you'll heed a
friendly word, stay bebind, at lenst at
first. You see, you'd be so patently, so
palpably romantlc you'd be set down
not as a fact. but a préss agent's fake.
The voice there,” nodding toward Phil-
omena. *Is 8o pure, so golden, so rarely
true, It needs to be kept high, not vul-
garized. 1 give you my word the roar-
ing Hons supposed to haunt stage doors.
are really no more than yelping curly
poodies. They tag after and fawn
upon you for an encouraging look or
word, come to the whistle and tumble
over themselves to follow a finger even
half lifted. But, as for danger, any
friend, even an unconscious look scares
them. Miss Tryon has only to be her-

| self in order to be always and every-

where perfectly safe.”

“Notwithstanding 1 sball go,” Arthur
sald obstinately.

Graoham shrugged his shoulders, Miss
Tryon, the elder of the aunts, came
tripping between the borders, her deli-
entely wrinkled face exhaling a splrit
unl fragrance like the scent of dried
“Come in, all of you,” she
gald eagerly. “There's a peddier on the
plozza, an elderly man, and he looks
o tlred carrying that heavy pack.
Such lovely things! Yes," deprecating-
ly to Philomena, “Martha and 1 let
him show them, but indeed it was aft-
er we had told him we could not buy.
1 thought, though, maybe., Arthur—
snly hls mother gets so much In the
city. But renlly there Is the lovellest
length of brocade. almost exactly lilke
my grandmother's second day's slllk,"

As she spoke she had huddled the
sther three [n front of her toward the
house, much as she would have mar-
shaled fowls a trifle unruly.

At the plaxsza steps Philomena sat
down, but the men bath fell to exam:
Ining the peddier's wares, Graham,
indeed, almost uutunﬂ; caught up the
length of brocade, crying as he threw

A Reminder.
‘ Lady (at rpilway station)—Now, por-
ter, are you sure I have all my luggage
in the carrlage?

Porter—Yes, ma'nm,’

Luady —Nothing left behind?

Porter—Nothin', mi'awm; vot even a
copper, ma'am. -~ London Fun,

The number of hirtha i White
River Junction lant vear was 00,

wearringes 55, Gnd deénthe 52,

The Windsor Machine company

ghe sald, |

it over Philomena‘'s shovlder, “Her
exactly what s wanted for your iy
opera costume!™

In &pite of herself Phil gave a Ity
delighted cry. the silvery satin groug
wns 80 rich and lustrous, the ap)
bloom strewn over It so perfect in I
and color. She was sorry when ()
peddier sald respectfully:

“That, sir, 18 an ordered bit, so ng
for sale.”

“Got another plece for your ond
'm bound to have this one” sald Gr
ham good humoredly.

The peddler shook his head. “Th.
is not another plece like It," he su|
“This was specially woven for a haj
day gown."

“Who s to wear 1?7 Phllome
asked softly, stifling a slgh. Somelo
she found herself trembling, all b
courage ooging awny. She wished
she had never wished before that o)
had somebody of her very own to le
on. Her mother had dled when =
wna born, Her father had gone awny
disnppeared, leaving her only n clow
ed name for heritage. Bhe had nev
known untll the trouble came; the
Uncle John had spoken harsh tru
It was that as much as love for t
two dear old Iladies which kept b
steadfast to the thought of golng Int
the world and winning ity applause,

She had never been curious or eny
ous, but somehow there swelled In b
a sense of passionate Injury again
the unknown who was to wear th
happy day gown, ordered no doubt
a father's loving pride. She c¢rush
the rich fabric between her finged
and fixed a long look upon the pi
dler's face.

“A girl s to wear It—that s, If »
chooses,” the peddler sald, moving
step nearer.

Then she saw that he wns mo
| travel worn and weary than aged
| Dimly, uncertainly, she saw, too,
| llkeness that drew her electrically t
her feet. Through the open hall do
her father's portralt showed In th
bloom and strength of young mn
hood. She glanced from it to the po
dler and back agtln, then stood whit
as death, facing him, too shaken
| spenk. Hils eyes followed hers a:
grow misty as he cried:

“Sisters! Daughter! So I bhave real!
kept my place! Philomena, my baby
| 'the happy day gown was brought fi
you"

The Prevention of Fear.

What we fear comes upon us, bu
four 18 our own creation. Hach perso
munkes his own fears, and each persoq
can become absolutely free from fea
| by not creating fear any more. Othe
; people cannot make us afraid. The

may do things that tend to mnke
afrald, but it Is only when we perm!]
our minds to take up such suggestion
from without that we ecan becom
! afraid. The same {8 true of ecircun

stances, No clrcumstances cun pri
duce fear In any mind. Clreumstance.
may impress our minds, but only wher

we permit. and nothing ean affect u

in the least untll we bhave first give

It permission to lmpress our minds

says Progress Magazine, What com
| into our minds we must volunta
recelve, We must first open the dooy
and we have the power to receive wh
we llke and exclude what we lke
We can close the mental door to ev
erything that might produce fear and
open that door to those things thal
only give harmony, wholeness, powe
und joy.

Which of Your Eyes Cries?

It seems o positively absurd question
to ask, “Which of your eyes cries?
In an everyday, common or garde
cry It i1s well known that salt tea
make thelr appearance and rush awn
down the face seemingly as fast from
one as from the other, whichever the
“other” may be, but if careful note s
made, more especially with emotional
people. it will ba found that one of tt
eyes has n special emotional tendency
and often opens the tear valve befo
fts companlon has decided upon the
unhappy event. Probably the bes
method of discovering the emotion
eye is to attend a pathetle stage play|
and when the weeping perlod comu
along look out for tear No. 1. Uhe
writer attended such a plece recent
and wans gomewhat astonished to find
that all his grief came from the righi
eye. Whether the solution to the prob
lem 18 to be found In the fact that b
was leaning on his right arm must and
can be declded only by an expert.—Ex
change. -

Following Instructions,

The old broker returned and found
his new office boy pgazing absently
over the roof tops. To his horror and
indignation he found that his costly
Bwiss clock was missing from (ts ac
customed place In the corner.

“Boy,” he demanded [n thunderou
tones, “where is my clock?”

“I don't know, sir,”" was the ecaln
and unruffled response,

“Didn't I tell you not to go out until
I returned ¥

“T didn't, sir."

“Where have you been?"

“Right here, sir."

“What? You mean to tell me ths
you have been sitting right there avd
allowed some one to come In and
steal the clock? Well, of all tLo
numskulls I ever met you are the
mit. What excuse huu you for such
carelessness 2"

“A good one, sir. When I first came
bere you told me you didn't want a
boy who wonld sit around and watch
the clock, so I haven't given It a
glnnce, glr."—Chicago News,

Quota Complets.
Stranger—What are you erecting
statue here for? Your town is full of

statues now.

Citlzen—This plnce 1s famous for b
Ing the only place In town that lsr ¢
famous for something.—Detroit Fro
Press.

John E. Foley, of Bethel, boug!,
u horse from a friend in Waitafiel:
an'l mnade payment by a check o
the National White River Bani
which proves to he worthless, Tli4
friend went v Bethel last Friday

ok np the matter and found the
Folay had left town after selling th

lmrse.

The Rev, John W, Burnett, past

of the First Congregational ehurch

at Marblehead, Mass:, hus accepted

300 names on ite payroll.

call from the Ounmtiourl nrel
Barre,

at




